18                         SHORT STORIES
hands, any story or detective novel. In some of
our villages the old custom persists. I think it
ought to become more common. That day
I walked to Rama Bhatta's house and stood neai
the door to hear what they were talking about.
One of the young women said: "It seems he
asked her to comb his hair."
Another said: " His straggling gray hair!
What a fashionable old man 1"
A third one said: "Yes, but did you noi
hear, the wife refused to do it. So the old mar
was angry and said that he would marry another
wife and went to beat the poor woman."
The first one said: "What a shame ! Are
people going to marry second wives hereafter
at sixty years of age to comb their hair and plait
it and put a fine coat on their person and send
them out to the street as if they were little boys ?'!
One of the elder ladies said: " What girls
you are I Who told you all these things?"
" It seems Ammayya saw it all with her owr
eyes."
" Oh, you silly girls, what talk is this ? What
does that innocent thing know ? She says some-
thing and you understand something else, and you
have been laughing at that old man the whole
afternoon, Come, talk of something else."